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mi mil Mi iirmiili litliTHToY 'I" .......rr?.j,ss.sss;. ovel from your boarding aouse. She's
been standing around near us all
along. I supposed she was Dowden's
daughter, probably."

"He hasn't any daughter," I said,
and stepped back to the hooded
figure 1 had been too absorbed In our
quest to notice.

It was Miss Apperthwalte.
She had thrown a loose cloak over

her head and shoulders ; but enveloped
In It as she was, and crested and
epauletted with white, I knew her at
once. There was no mistaking her,
even In a blizzard.

Shi' caught my hand with a strong,
quick pressure, and, bending her host
to mine, said In soft whisper, closs
to my ear:

"I heard everything that man said
In our hallway. You left the library
door open when you called Mr, Dow-

den out" i

"So," I returned, maliciously, "you
you couldn't help following!"
She released my hand gently, to

my surprise.
"Hush," she whispered. "He's any-ln- g

something."
"Ladles and gentlemen," said

Beasley again and stopped again. j

Dowden's voice sounded hysterically
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noarscty. "Who what was
Dave Beasley talkin' to? There wasn't
nobody there I"

"Git out," Grist bade him; but his
tone was perturbed. "He seen that
reporter. He was glvln' us the
laugh."

"He's craisyl" exclaimed Peck, ve-

hemently.
Immediately all four members of his

party began to talk at the same time ;

Mr. Schulmeyer agreeing with Grist,
and Mr. Cullop holding with Peck
that Beasley had surely become In-

sane; while the Journal man, re-

turning, was certain that he had not
been seen. Argument became a
wrangle; excitement over the remark-
able scene we had witnessed, and,
perhaps, a certain sharpness partially
engendered by the risk of freezing,
led to some bitterness. High words
were flung upon the wind. Eventually,
Simeon Peck got the floor to himself
for a moment -

; '!$ee here, boys, ' there's no use
glttln' mad amongs' ourselves," he
vociferated. "One thing we're all
agreed on : nobody here never seen no
such a dain peculiar performance as
we jest seen In their whole lives be-

fore. Thurfore, ball or no ball, there's
somep'n' mighty wrong about this
business. Ain't that so?" .

They said It was.
"Well, then, there's only one thing

to do let's find out what It Is."
"You bet we will."
"I wouldn't send no one In there

alone,",Peck went on, excitedly, "with
a crazy man. Besides, I want to see
what's goin' on, myself."

"And so do wel" This declaration
was "unanimous.

"Then let's see If there ain't soma
way to do It Perhaps he ain't pulled
all the shades down on the other side
the house. Lots o' people ferglt to do
that."'

There was but one mind In the party
regarding this proposnl. The next
minute saw us nil cautiously sneak-
ing into the side yard, a rugged line
of bent and flapping figures, black
against the snow.

Simeon Peck's expectations were ful-

filled more than fulfilled. Not only
were all the shades of the big three-fuce- d

of the "sitting room"
lifted, but (evidently on account of
the too great generosity of a huge log-Or- e

that blazed ' In the
cblinney-plncc- ) one of the windows
was half-raise- d as well. Here, In the
shadow Just beyond the rosy oblongs
of light that fell upon the snow, we
gathered and looked freely within.

Part of the room was clear to our
view, though about half of It was shut
off from us by the very king of nil
Christmas trees, glittering with dozens
and dozens of candles, sumptuous In
silver, sparkling In gold, and laden
with Heaven alone knows how many
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r"NOPSIS I

FART I. Newcomer In a email town,
young newspaper men, who telle the

tory, let amazed by the unaccountable
actions of a man who, from the window
of a One houee, apparently haa convene
with Invtslblt pcraonages, particularly
mentlonlna one "Slmpledorla." The youth

to his boarding houae, the home of
Mrs, Apperthwalte, next door to the acene
of the Strang proceedings, bewildered.-,- ,

' PART n. Next morning he discovert
bta Strang neighbor la the Hon. David
BKaaley, prominent politician, and

reepeoted. Telling of his laet
Rlghf experience, he la markedly Inter-
rupted by a fellow boarder, a Mr. George
Ufjwden. Later, with Mlaa Apperthwalte,
he la an unaeen wltneee of a purely
Imaginary Jumping conteat between Beas-la- y

and a "BUI Hammeraley." Miss
Apaertfawalte appeara deeply concerned,
there apparently being no possible ex-
planation of the strange proceedings.

PART III. The reporter learns that
Beaaley and Miss Apperthwalte had at
one time been engaged, and that the
Voang lady hod broken the ongogeme.it
because of Beasley's "lack of Imagina-
tion."-

PART IV.-T- he "mystery" of Slmpl?.
dorta" and "Bill Hammeroley" Is ex- -
named by Mr. uouden. Heaaley la car.fntf for a email boy, Hamilton Bwlft,

Junior, a helpless Invalid bodily though
more than ordinarily bright mentally, the
aojj or aear menas wno are aeaa, ana
'Slmpledorla." and "Bill Hammeraley"

are creatures of Beasley's and the small
huys Imagination, Beaaley humoring the
little sufferer by the "play acting."

PART V. The reporter becomes
with David Beaaley and la

to his home, where he meed Hamil-
ton Swift, Junior, and hla circle of

which Beaaley and Georr Dow-de- al

have made very real to the child.
Ia honor of the Christmas eve 41

supposed) the wore an evening dress
of black lace, and the only word for
what she looked hag suffered such
misuse that one hesitates over It: yet
thnt Is what she was regal and no
Jess I There was a sort of splendor
about her. It detracted nothing from
this that her expression wag a little

, sod : something not uncommon with
her lately ; a certain melancholy, fnlnt
but detectable, like breath on a mir-
ror. I had attributed it to Jean Vol-Jea-

though perhnps tonight it might
have been due merely to bridge.

"What is it?" asked Dowden, when,
offer on apology for disturbing the
Koine, I had drawn him out in the
holt

I motioned toward the front door.
"Simeon Peck. He thinks he's got
something on Mr. Beasley. lie's wait-
ing" to see you."

Dowden uttered a sharp,
exclamation and stepped quick-

ly to the door. "Peck I" he sold, as he
Jerked it open.

""Oh, I'm here I" declared that gen-
tleman, stepping into view. "I've
worae arouna to let you Know mat
JOO coutdif't laugh like a. horse at me
no more, George Dowden I So you
weren't Invited, either."
'Invitedr said Dowden. "Invited

where?"
"Over to the bail your friend U

SfrlnV!
"What friend V

, "Dave Beasley. So you ain't quite
food enough to danc with his y

friends I"
"What are you talking aboutr

Dowden demanded, impatiently.
"I reckon you won't be quite so

strong fer Beasley," responded Peck,
with a vindictive little giggle. wheu
you find he can nse.you In his business,
bat when It comes to entertolnin' oh
no,' you ain't quite) the boy I" -

"I'd appreciate your explaining,"
aid Dowden. "It's kind of cold

standing here. '
Peck laughed shrilly. "Then I

reckon you better git' your hat and
coat and come along. Can't do us no
harm, and might be an
fer you. Grist and Gua Schulmoyer
and Hank Cullop'a waitln' out yonder
at the gate. We be'n havln' kind of a
consultation at my house over sotnep'n'
Crist seen at Beasley's a little earlier
In the evening.

"What did Grist seer
"Cabs I Cabs drlvhV up to Beas-

ley's bouse a whole lot of 'era, Grist
was down the street a piece, and" it
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was pretty an re, dot ne coiua see me
lamps and bear the doors slum as the
people got out. Besides, the whole
place is lit up from cellar to attic.
Grist come on to my house and told
me tibout it, and I begun usln' the
telephone; called up all the men that
count In the pnrty found most of
'em at home, too. I ast 'em If they
was invited to this ball tonight; and
not a one of 'em was. They're only
la politics; they ain't high society
enough to be ast to Mr. Beasley's
dancln'-partle- s 1 But I would 'a'
thought he'd let you In anyways fer

the second table 1" Mr. Peck shrilled
out his acrid and exultant laugh
again. "I got these fellers from the
newspapers, and nil t want is to git
this here ball in print tomorrow, and
see what the boys that do the work
nt bite primaries huve to sr.y about
It and what their wivcs'll say nhout
the man that's too high-tone- d to have
'em In his house. I'll bet Beasley
thought he was goln' to keep those
doln's quiet ; ofruld the furmers might
not believe he's jest the plain man
be sets up to be afraid that folks
like yon thnt ain't Invited might turn
against htm. I'll fool him I We're
goin' to see whnt there Is to see, and
I'm goin' to have these boys from the
newspapers write a full account of it
L.' you want to come along, I expect
It'll do you a power o' good." '

"I'll go," said Dowdeu quickly, fee
got his coat and bat from a table in '

the hall, and we rejoined the huddled
and shivering group at the gate.

"Got my recruit, gents!" shrilled
Peck, slapping Dowden boisterously
on the shoulders. "I reckon he'll git
a change of heart tonight 1"

And now, sheltering my eyes from
the stinging wind, I saw what I. had.
been too blind to see as we approached
Mrs. Apperthwalte's. Beasley's house
was illuminated; every window, up
stairs nnd down, was aglow with rosy
light. That was luminously evident,
although the shades, or most of them,
were lowered.

"Look at that!" Peck turned 1o
Dowden, giggling triumphantly. "Wha'd
I tell you I How do you feel about It
now?"

"But where are Hie cabs?" asked
Dowden, gravely.

"Folks all come," answered Mr.
Peck, with complete assurance.
"Won't be no more cabs till they be-

gin to go home."
We plunged ahead as far as the

corner of Beasley's fence, where Peck
stopped us again, and we drew to-

gether, slapping our hands and stamp-
ing our. feet. Peck was delighted a
thoroughly happy man ; his sour giggle
of exultation bad become continuous,
and the same jovial break was audi-
ble in Grist's vole as he said to the
Journal reporter and me:

"Go ahead, boys. Git your story.
We'll 'wait here fer you."

The Journal reporter atarted to-
ward the gate; he had gone, perhaps
twenty feet when Simeon Peck whist-
led sharp warning. The reporter
stopped short in his tracks.

Beasley's front door was thrown
open, and-ther- stood Beasley himself
In evening dress, bowing and smiling,
but not at us, for he did not see us.
The bright hall behind him was beau-
tiful with evergreen streamers and
wreaths, and great flowering plants In
Jars. A strain of dance-musi-c wandered
out to us as the door opened, but there
was nobody except David Beasley In
ylght, which certainly seemed peculiar

for a ball I

"Kest of 'em Inside, dancln'," ex-
plained Mr. Peck, crouching behind
the picket-fenc- "It'll be the house Is
more'n half full o' d wlm-mln- l"

"Shi" said Grist. "Listen to Dave
Beasley,"
, Beasley had begun to speak, nd his
voice, loud. .and. clear,- - sounded over
the wind. "Come right in, Colonel!"
he said. I d have sent a cab
for you If you hadn't telephoned me
this afternoon that your rheumatism
was so bad you didn't ejmect to be
able to come. I'm glad you're well
again. Yes, they're all here, and the
ladies are getting up a dance in the
sitting-room.- " . : .,

(It was at this moment that I re-
ceived upop the calf of the right leg
a .kick, the ecstatic violence f which
led me to attribute It, and rightly, to
Mr. Dowden.) "

"Gentlemen's dressing-roo- . up-
stairs- to the right, Colonel," called
Beasley, as he closed the door.

There was a pause of awed, silence
among us, ...... ... .'

(I Improved It by returning the
kick to Mr. Dowden. He made no
acknowledgment of its reception other
than to sink his chin a little deeper
into the collar of his ulster.)

"iiv the Almighty)" said Simoon

In my right ear. (Miss Apperthwalte
had. whispered in my left.) "The only
speech he's ever made in his life
and he's stuck I"

But Beasley wasn't : he was only
deliberating. .

"Ladles and gentlemen," he began
"Mr. and Mrs. Hunchberg, Colonel j

Hunchberg and Aunt Cooley Hunch-
berg, Miss Molanna, Miss Queen, and
Miss Marble Hunchberg, Mr. Noble,
Mr, Tom, and Mr. Grandee Hunchberg,

'Mr Cortey' Llnbrldge, and Master
Hammeraley: You see before you to-

night, In my person, merely the rep-

resentative ot your real host, Mister
Swift Mister Swift has expressed a
wish that there should be a speech,
and has deputed me to make it He
requests that the subject he has as-

signed me should be treated in as dig-

nified a manner as Is possible con-

sidering the orator. Ladies and
gentlemen" he took a sip of water
"I will now address you upon the fol-

lowing subject: 'Why We Call Christ-
mas Time the Best Time.'

"Christmas time is the best time be-

cause It Is the kindest time. Nobody
ever felt 'very happy without feeling
very kind, and nobody ever felt very
kind without feeling at least a Uttlo
happy. So, of course, either way
about, the happiest time Is the kind-

est time that's this time. The most !

beautiful tilings our eyes can see are
the stars ; and for that reason, and in
remembrance of One star, we set
candles on the Tree to be stars in the
house. So we make Christmas time
a time of stars indoors; and they
shine warmly against the cold out- -

seasons not so kind. We set our hun-

dred candles on the Tree and keep
them bright throughout the Christ-
mas time, for while they shine upon
us we have light to see this life, not
as a battle, but as the march of a
mighty Fellowship Ladles and gentle-
men, I thank you !"

He bowed to right and left, as to an
audience politely applauding, and,
lifting the table and Us burden, with-

drew; while old Bob again set his
fiddle to his chin and started to scrape
the preliminary measure of a quadrille.

Beasley was back In an Instant,
shouting as he came: "Take your
pardnersl Balance all 1"

And then and there, nnd all by him-

self, he danced a quadrille, perform-
ing at one and the same time fot
four lively couples. Never In my life
have I seen such gyrations and capers
as were cut by that long-legge- loose-'jointe-

miraculously flying figure. He
was In the wildest motion without
cessation, never the fraction of an In-

stant still; calling the figures at the
top ' of ' his voice and dancing them
simultaneously ; his expression anxious
but polite (ns la the habit of other
dancers) ; his hands extended as If to
swing his partner or corner, or "op-

posite lady ;" and his feet lifting high
and flapping down In an
step.

"First four, forward and back!" he
shouted. "Forward and salute I Bal-

ance to corners) Swing pardnersl
Rlght-and-Le- !"

I think the combination of abandon
and decorum with which he per-

formed that "Grand Rlght-and-Lef-

was the funniest thing I have ever
seen. But I didn't laugh at It

Neither did Miss Apperthwalte, at
my side.

"Now do you believe me?" Peek
was arguing, fiercely, with Mr. Schul-
meyer. "Is he crazy, or ain't he?"'

"He Is," Grist agreed, hoarsely. "He
Is a stark, starln', ravin', roarln' luna-

tic! And the nigger's humorln' him 1"
They were all staring, d

and aghast, into the lighted room.
'Do you Jtea where- it puts us?"

Simeon- - Peck's rasping voice rose
high.

"I guess I do!" said Grist "We
come out to buy a barn, and got a
house nnd lot fer the same, money. It's
the greatest night's work you ever
done, Sim Peckl"

"I guess It is!"
"Shake on it, Sim."
They shook hands, exalted with tri-

umph. ..
"

"Thls'II do the work," giggled Peck.
"It's about per cent bet-

ter than the story we started to git.
Why, Dave Bcasley'll be In a padded
cell It a month 1 Itll be all over town
tomorrow, nnd he'll have as much
chance fer governor as that nigger in
there!" In his ecstasy he smote Dow-

den deliriously In the ribs. "What do
you think of your candidate now?"

"Wait." said Dowden, "Who came
in the cabs that Grist sawr '
..'.This staggered Mr. reck. He

rbtibea his mitten over h'ls woolen
cap as If scratching his head. "Why,"
he said, slowly "who In Halifax did
come in them cabs?"

"The Hunchbergs? Where"
"Listen," said Dowden.

"First couple, face out 1" shouted
Beasley, facing out with an invisible
lady on his aklmboed arm, while old
Bob sawed madly at "A New Coon In
Town."

"Second couple, fall In!" Beasley
wheeled about and enacted the second
couple.

"Third couple!" He fell In behind
himself again.

"Fourth couple, if you please I Bal-

ance ALL ! I beg your pardon, Miss
Molanna, I'm afraid I stepped on your
traya. Sashay All!"

After the "sashay" the noblest and
most dashing bit of gymnastics dis-

played in the whole quadrille he
bowed profoundly to his Invisible part-
ner and came to a pause, wiping his
streaming face. Old Bob dexterously
swung a "A New Coon" into the stately
measures of a triumphal march.

"And now," Beasley announced, In
stentorian tones, "If the ladles will be
so kind as to take the gentlemen's
arms, we will proceed to the dining
room and partake of a slight colla-

tion."
Thereupon came a slender piping of

Joy from thnt paTT of the room

which had been screened from us by

Ihe'TreeV
screened from lis by the Tree.

"Oh, Cousin David Beasley, that was
the benutlfullest quadrille ever danced
in the world! And now, please, won't
yon take Mrs. Hunchberg out to sup-

per?"

Then Into the vision of our paralyzed
and dumfounded watchers came the
little wagon, pulled by the old con
ored woman, Bob's wife, In her besi,
and there, propped upon pillows, lay
Hamilton Swift, Junior, his soul
shining rapture out of his great eyes,
a bright spot of color on each ot his
thin cheeks.

He lifted himself on one elbow, and
for an Instant something seemed to be
wrong with the brace which was uuder
his chin.

Beasley sprang to him and adjusted
it tenderly. Tlen he bowed elaborate-
ly toward the mantel-piec-

"Mrs. Hunchberg," he said, "may I
have the honor?" And offered his arm.

"And I must have Mister Hunch-
berg," chirped Hamilton. "He must
walk with me."

"He tells me," said Beasley, "he'll
be mighty glajj to. And there's a
plate of bones for Slmpledorla."

"You lead the way," cried the child;
"you and Mrs. Hunchberg."

"Are we all In line?" Beasley
glanced back over his shoulder. "Hoo-
ray I Now, let us on. Hb Music there !"

applauded Mister
Swift

And Beasley, his head thrown back
and his chest out, proudly led the way,
stepping nobly and In time to the ex--
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hllnrntlng measures. Hamilton Swio,
Junior, tpwed by the beaming old mam-
my, followed in his wagon, his thlnv
little arm Uplifted and his fingers
curled as If they held trusted hand.

When tltey reached the door, old1

Bob rose, tnrned In after ttiein, and,;
still fiddling, played the procession and.
himself down the hall.

And so they matched away, and wo
were left staring Into the empty,
room. , . .

"My soul I" said the Journal re-
porter, gasping. "And he did all that-j- ust

to please a little sick kid I"
"I can't figure It out," murmured

Sim Peck, plteoitsly.
"I can," sold the Journal reporter.

"Ths story will be all over town to-

morrow." Ha glanced at me, and I
nodded. "It'll be all over town," ho
continued, "though not In any of tho
papers and I don't believe It's going
to hurt Dave Beasley's chances any."

Mr. Peck and his companions turned
toward the street and went silently.

The young man from the Journal
overtook them. "Thank you for send-
ing for me," he said, cordially. "You'v
given me a treat I'm for Beasley I"

Dowden put his hand on my
shoulder. He had not observed the
third figure still remaining.

"Well, sir," he remarked, shaking;
the snow from his coat, "they wero
right about one thing: It certainly was
mighty low down of Dave not to Invite
me and you, too to his Christmas
party. Let him go to thunder with
his old Invitations, I'm going In, any-
way I Come on. I'm plum froze."

There was n side door Just beyond
the bay window, and Dowden went to
It and rang, loud and long.. It was
Beasley himself who opened It.

"What In the name " he began, ns
the ruddy Hglit fell upon Dowden's
face and upon me, standing a little way
behind.. "Whnt are you two snow-bunk-

What on enrth are you fellows
doing out here?" .

"We've come to your Christmas par-
ty, you old horso-thto- f !" Thus Mr.
Dowden.

"Hoo-rayl- " snld Iloasley.
Dowden nirnod lo me. "Aren't you

coming?"
"Whnt ni-- yon waiting for, old fal-

low?" snld Honsloy.- -

I waited a moment longer, nnd then
It happened.

She ounie out of the shadow nttl
went to the 'foot oC 'the steps, her
cloak fulling from lier shoulder us si. a
passed me. I picked It tip.

She Ilfled her arms pleading) v,
thoi'jh her bend was bent with what
seemed to mo 'a beautiful sort of
shame. She stood there with the sum
driving against her and did not spe!.
Bensley drew his hmid slowly acro'S
his eyes to see if they were reuily
there, I think.

"Dnvld," she snld, nt Inst. "Ybn'vs
got so mnny lovely people In your
houf-- e tonight, Isn't there room for .

for just one fool? It's Christ ma

timer
(TUB END). ,

Opposite the Tree, His Back Against
the Wall, 8tOld Bob.

and what delectable enticements. Op-
posite the Tree, his back against the
wall, sat old Bob, clad in a dress of
state, part of which consisted of a
swallow-tal- l coat (with an overgrown
chrysanthemum In the buttonhole), a
red necktie, and a lib-
erty cap of tissue-paper- . He was scrap-
ing, a fiddle "like old times come
agalnV and the tune he played was,
"Oh, my Liza, po' gal !" My feet
shuffled to It In the snow.

No one except old Bob was to be
seen In the room, but-w-e watched him
and listened breathlessly. When he
finished "Liza," be laid the fiddle
across his knee, wiped bis face with
a new and brilliant blue silk handker-
chief, and said :

"Now come de big speech,"
The Honorable David Beasley, car-

rying a small mahogany table, stepped
out from beyond the Christmas tree,
advanced kto the center of the room ;

set the table down; disappeared for
a moment nnd returned with a white
water-pitch- and n, glus?. He placed
these upon f lie tnble, bowed gracefully
severalf times, then spoke:

gentlemen " There he
paused. V .

"Well," snld Mr. Simeon Peck, slow-
ly, "don't this bent hell I"

"Look out !" The Journal reporter
twitched his Bleeve. "Ladles present."

"Where?" snld I.
He lenned nearer me nud spoke In

a low tone. ,;

."Just Jbeulnd us. She followed us


